MODERN TRAVEL

it is when he lifts up his voice in the long-drawn
moan that the jungle chiefly fears him. This cry
means that he is hungry, and, moreover, that he
is so sure of his kill that he cares not if all the
world knows that his belly is empty. It has some-
thing strangely horrible in its tone, for it speaks
of that cold-blooded, dispassionate cruelty which
is only to be found in perfection in the feline race.
These sleek, smooth-skinned, soft-footed, lithe,
almost serpentine animals, torture with a grace
of movement, and a gentleness in strength which
has something in it more violently repugnant to
our natures than any sensation with which the
thought of the blundering charge and savage
goring of the buffalo, or the clumsy kneading with
giant knee-caps, that the elephant metes out to its
victims, can ever inspire in us.

Again the long-drawn moaning cry broke upon
the stillness. The cattle in the byre heard it and
were panic-stricken. Half mad with fear, they
charged the walls of their pen, bearing all before
them, and in a moment could be heard in the
distance plunging madly through the brushwood,
and splashing through the soft earth of the pddi
fields. The dogs whimpered and scampered off
in every direction, while the fowls beneath the
house set up a drowsy and discordant screeching.
The folk within the house were too terror-stricken
to speak, for fear, which gives voices to the animal
world, renders voluble human beings dumb. And
all this time the cry broke forth again and again,
ever louder and louder, as He of the Hairy Face
drew nearer and yet more near.

At last the cruel whining hpwl sounded within
the very compound in which the house stood, and
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